A Garden Party at the Cancer Hospital.
If there is one disease more than another which the outside world looks upon as incompatible with Everyone was determined to forget pain and anxiety for that afternoon at least. The patient who was to-day testing her strength to see if she was able to go home for a holiday, kept her mind fixed on the week or two she was to spend with her husband and children, and would not remember that after the holiday was past she would come back to the hospital againto die. Those who were rejoicing in the society of friends and kindred forgot the long periods of separation that made this reunion seem the more delightful. And those whose friends were far away, and could not be with them at this annual festival, clung the more to the kind, familiar forms of the nurses, and were the most appreciative listeners to the conversation of the visitors, and paid the most attention to the band, and took their high tea with the most determined enjoyment. Meanwhile Mr. Hughes (the secretary) and the matron (Miss Rogers), with the chaplain and the nurses, went about among the patients and their friends, giving a kind word wherever they passed, and leaving a smile behind ; and the afternoon sped happily on till six o'clock, when the band played the National Anthem, and the friends went away, leaving the patients to return to their wards, tired indeed, but cheered and brightened by this break in the quiet monotony of hospital life.
